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PREFACE. 


G Robie Burns's Muſe was mine 


* 


I'd claſh thegither ſomething fine: 


But Robie's Muſe I doubt's aw a. i 
Or faunt'rin* in yon waſtlin la-. 9 | 
Sair ſabbin' for her Bardie dead: — 
An' canna yet haud up her head. _ | 
Gin I, hae ony: mule ava, 16049 ot | 
She's unco thrawart, unco flaw ; | | 
Or elſe. my head-piece dis'na pleaſe her, | | 
An' that's enough, ye ken, to teaſe her : 8 | | 
But though I hae na Robie's pow, 
I'm ſure I do the beſt, I dow. ©." 
| Aij = 
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O wad the public nae abuſe me, 
An' juſt this ae time-now-excuſe me, 
Some wand'rinꝰ Muſe hereafter may 
Her fingers on my caput lay, , 
An' gar me mak” amen's ſome day. 
Gin I be daſh'd wi' caul'rife ſcorn 
Pl wiſh I had my verſes torn. 

1 | 

Tho! fiſh head in dark room may ſhine, 

Sae mayna thae few thoughts o' mine, 
Nor i' the dark, nor i' the light, 
Ae line appear like Robie's bright. 


At firſt it waſna my intent, 
The Ghaiſt commanded: me to prent. 


\ 
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Lu fila wi? pain gin I but ſee 
An honeſt face wi' guſhin' ee; 
It gars my heart fic dunts to gie, 
That a' my breaſt 
Will in a violent conflict be 4 
Twa days at leaſt. 


O gin but a the warld was ſae 
There wadna be fic dool an' wae; 
Nae man wad in his boſom hae 
A wiſh te ſkaith 


His neebor, like a cruel fae 


Brim fu? o' wrath. 
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But man is but finite creature, 
f A 


An' weel a wat o' ſinfu' nature, 
Wi' imperfection in ilk feature, 
FRET Tho? he wad ſhine, 
An' boaſteth o' his upright ſtature, 
An' ſhape divine. 


Awa ! awa! hard heart awa! 


Wha canna drap ua tear ava, 


Nor grieve at ony neebor's fa' - 


| Frae ſtate o' plenty, 
Wha ance might in his chariot ca 


An' feed right denty. 


Lang ſyne; whan I was but'a wean, 
Could little mair than gang my lain, 
An' ſcarce had learn'd to ſpeak words plain, 
Nay Yet my young mind 
To hear fell ſtories ay was fain, 
. Whatever kind. 


Fo 


I'd 


He! 


E 


For ſtory ſad, or merry tale, 


Gin I wr father could prevail, 


d laugh at this, an' that bewatl, | 
A An' keep it a 


As firm in mind as ony nail 


Screw'd i' the wa”. 


Een now, it ſeems ſcarce twa days gane, 
Whan I cam in a“ drook't wy' rain, i 
An' hunker'd doon on the hearth ſtane, +- 

Juſt as my father 
Bout ſomething ſad was makin' maen 


J 229 2741 7 1: Unto my mither, f 
Maggie (quo! he), d' ye mind the laird | bo | 
We fairn-year laid 'eneth'the-yird, .; | 

n, How he, kind man, his a' declar'd 

d Should Sandy's be ? 
He had his father's juſt regard, 


Was his ae ee 
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But, honeſt carle, his ſtok o“ gear, 
Together ſcrap'd wi' toil an' care, 
Gied him, nae doubt, a warld o' fear 


That youth might waſte it, 


An ſet a' in a thriftleſs ſteer 


As ſoon's 'twas taſted. 


By nature he did luve the callan; 

An' it was for the beſt, I'ſe warran, 

That he gat ſev'ral gaſh auld-farran, 
Lads for te guide, 

His routh 2 an' yon braw dwallin', 
Our kintry's pride. 


But e'er a fourteen days are ) ) - 
Our gyardians to the tavern haſte, 
The firſt fruits o their charge to 1 

att | Half chock d wi' luſt 
For ſappy bits, an' butt ry paſte, * 
Their gabs te guſt. 
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The firſt fruits ſeem'd ſae very ſweet, 
They promis'd aft again te meet, 
An' punctual are at ilka treat, 
Wi' dimpl'd cheek ; 


The breeze comes ſcented frae the meat, 


Wy cluds o reek. 


'Twas for o'clock, ae grand feaſt day, 
An' dinner on the table lay, 
Ilk fallow haſtet to the fray | 

| Wi' grainin' kyte; 


The landlord boo'd, quite fpruſh and gay, 


Fill'd wi? delight. 


The waiters ready in their place, 
An' gleg een ſhines in ilka face, 
They weary 4 te hear the grace, 
: x Fas ay they pray, 
That Providence ilk vacant ſpace | 
5 Wad fill that day. 
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A frien' o' mine tell'd me the hale o't, 
How they voracious flough the wale o't, 
E'en ſteeks the door to ſave the ſmell o't, 


4 Qulid beef an' puddin', 


Mutton, fowls, an' bacon a hot, 
Ay roaſt an' ſoddin. 


An' whan the worey's dune, he ſays, 
Tho? he has beer at mony frays, 
The like he ne'er kent a' his days, 


Sic gluttiſh haver ! 


| Atween hands tka diſh gets praiſe 


In joyous claver. 


| The wine an' glaſſes next appear, 


An' ilk ane hail the purpie cheer, 
Nor thinketh o! the coſt to ſpear, * 
Waka But a' coup up; 
Nae day light i the cryſtal here, 
| Aff in a whup. 
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The glad tear weets the landlord's cheek, 
And to his ſcrew he thus does ſpeak : 
O ſcrew, thou'ſt drawn, as clean's a leek, 
Some thouſand bottles, 
Te. gie thae ſappy lads an eik, 
An warm their throttles. 


As weel's thy maiſter thou doſt ken 


My chief ſupport's thae ſonſie men, 


Wha gars my wine come whiſken ben, 
Te ſteep their painches; 
Wi' toddy there's nae ane in ten 


His wame e'er blainches. 


They ve lang been bleſs'd wi. gowd in ſtore; 
Frae a rich mine they haurl the ore; 

But whan they wair't, they bar the door, 
25 That nane may ſee 


How they do feaſt an' gulp a' owre 
| . WY gaucy glee. 
| B ij 
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O! wae betide his pryin een, 
Wha wad keek in ahint the ſkreen, 
Te find out what ſhould ne'er be ſeen, 
Nor be hard tell o'; 
Or may fell glamer riſe atween, | 
| An blin' the fallow ! 


„o! wha wad dar the door to pook 
A thought ajee, te get a look 
O' thae ſweet birkies, at a Took. 
O' rare auld claret ? 


Sic manners they could never brook, 


Wha gets a ſhare o't. 


** Whan hidden things come forth te view, 
Some winna keep the gowden hue, 
But like a fiſh head change, I true, 

188 In braid day-light ; 
Tho? in a dark room they might ſhow 


Like diamond bright. 
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* Gin they ſhould change their guz'lin ha', 
I'd hae but a-cauld coal te blaw, 
My drappin' gooſe wad turn ſae ſma', 


Nae fat wad gie; 


For wha wad for ſic dainties ca”, 


Pray tell te me?“ 


© Ho! Landlord ! bauls the Preſes out; 
Let's hae a merry fud'lin bout ; | 
A hamper fou', there's little doubt, 

Will jimply flocken 
The members o' this glorious rout, 


Wi' ſpices chockin,” 


Then, in a gliff, twa men does bring 
A hamper on a ſting an' ling; 


But O, alack ! — crack gaed the ſting,” 


| Smaſh down the hamper; 
The room wi' tinklin' glaſs does ring, 


Landlord does {camper ! 


bel 


Again, Be quick, the Preſes cries, 

Leave aff yer louping, dight yer eyes; 

The ſkaith on Sandy's ſhouthers lies, 
Then ne'er repine; 


Our throats are bizin; ilk ane dies 


For lake o' wine.“ 


In comes the wine, the glaſs gangs round, 
In mirth the coſtly, miſchief's drown'd ; 
The laugh, the joke, the ſang abound 
For mony an hour; 
Till ſome coup owre upo' the ground, 
By ſleep's fell pow'r. 


The ſtout ane's {till keep up the ſport, 
An' mak's the langeſt nights ſeem ſhort ; 


Sweelin' o' wines the richeſt ſort 


That comes frae France; 


An' Spaniſh too, by Fame's report, 
Their joy t' enhance. 
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Till a' worn out now ane by ane, 
Gets up and ſteyters hame their lane, 
Sometimes retarded by a ſtane, 

Whilk gars them amet; 
An' gin they can, they riſe again, 


But never grumel. 


This gaet, fu crouſe, they've lang been doin”, 
Sorrow an' barmy miſchief Weid 3 
Till wrought complete is Sandy's ruin, 
Beyont remead ; 
But this is what I've ay been truin, 


Tho' nane wad heed. 


0 Peggy! is na this right ſad, 
That Sandy, wha ance riches had, 
Should now be forc'd to wear, poor lad, 
| = Bauchles on's feet! 
0 F ortune, thou art but a ad, 
A fleechin' cheat. 


My tender-hearted parents mourn'd, : 
Their bow'ls wi' waefu' ſorrow yearn'd ; 
Poor Sandy's caſe had maiſtly turn'd 


Their brains that day * 


An' my young ſaul wr pity burn'd, 


An' ſmoth'rin' wae. 


My heart ſae grit, the tears did pour, 
For penny-pig I ran like ſtour; 
In hopes relief te gie that hour, 

: Te Sandy's need ; 
A humble ſaxpence 4 my ſtore, Li 


Nor wae te gie't. 


My parents, ferlyin' at their wean, 
Obſerv'd my motions ilka ane : 
I brak the pig upo' the ſtane, 

| Wi conſcious ſmaſh ; 
Kenin' that it was a' my ain, 
Baich pig an' caſh. 
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I took the ſaxpence 1 my handie, 
Quo' I,—me gie it a' to Sandy, | 
Faidie—Muddie—dat be grand, —eh? 


'Twill buy new ſhoon; | 


Deedle, deedle, deedle dandy, 
Auld anes be dune, 


Poor boddies ! weel I mind the ſcene ; 
Their tears cam' drappin' doon like rain; 
They kiſs'd me owre and owre again, 
For being ſae ready; 
Our bleſſings on our dawtet wean, 
Quoth mam an' dady. 


O ſorrow, dool, an' wae appear, 
An' gar th* ungratefu* warld draw near, 


The ſaddeſt part o a' to hear; 
Our Sandy's dead! 
He fented— nor ance mair could ſteer, 
For lack o' bread! 
C 
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THE GHAIST. 


Y esraten beſide a bleezin' ingle, 


I fat me doon to rhyme an' jingle, 
But my daft Muſe the truant play'd, 
An' for that time her bard betray'd ; 


I begg'd her ance, twice, thrice to come, 


Some clinkin words to gar me hum; 
But gin ſhe heard, ſhe ne'er loot on, 
An' I, juſt like a uſeleſs drone, 

Fell faſt aſleep upo' my chair, 

An' ſnotter'd for an hour an' mair. 


But gueſs what happen'd i“ my ſleep, 


I fan' myſe! mang munta'ns ſteep, 


Whare rocks and ſtanes a throw'ther lie, 


An' there I heard a houlet cry; 
The bluid ran cauld thro a' my veins; 


I hirſel'd thro' the rackle o' ſtanes, - 
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As gin by herd o' warlocks driven, 


Till breeks, an' ſkin, an' a' was riven. 


I then gat up an' glow?'d about 
Wi' quakin' heart ye needna doubt, 
But oh! I'll ne'er forget the fright 
I gat upo' that weary night. 

St. Anthon's wa's I plainly ſaw, 

An' on the tapmaſt ſtane of a“, 

A fearfu' ſpectre did appear, 

Whilk fill'd my breaſt wi dread an' fear; 
I coor'd ahint a riſin' brae, 

An' there in tremblin' ſtate I lay, 
Expecting ay the goblin doon 

Like thunderbolt upo' my croon. 


But how ſurpriſed was I, when 

I ſpy'd upo' a near-hand ſtane, 

The very ſpirit that I ſaw 

That moment on the chapel wa' ! 
C 1 
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Poogh ! poogh ! (quo' I) now a' is owre ! 
He kuiſt upo' me fic a glowr ; 
Ilk ee like waxin flambeau ſhone, 


While half blin' me he ſtar'd upon. 
His cheeks war clappit cloſe te ither; 


His legs, tho” they war tied thegither, 


Wad mak”, T think, nae common ferlie, 


Scarce half ſae grit as my ae pirlie ! 


I could a taen (an ſae could you, man), 


Had he been but a creature human, | | 


His ſpinle ſhanks, an' nip't them thro'man! 
But nae being o corporeal nature, 


Te let him be was meikle better. 
He ce'd me a' frac head te fit ; 


I think I ſee his gogles yet 


* Are ye the chap (quo' he), wha wrote 


The tale, that tells o' Sandy's lot: 


te 


CI 
How Sandy's tutors wair't his gear, 
An' ſet a' in a thriftleſs ſteer ; 
Till o' his great eſtate bereft, 
An' neer a bodle o' it left; 
An' how for lack o' fude he fell, 
An' ne'er again cam till himſel ! 
Was burried deep on Arthur's brae, 
A victim to the ſaddeſt wae ! 
Whare ſtill his weariet ſpirit's daund'rin, 
In hopes te meet his tutors wand'rin'; 
That he might warn them o' their evil, 
An' bid them try te ſnun the Devil; 


Nor ſeek to ruin anither ſae, 


But keep in mind the judgment day, 


Wbhan ilka fin was e'er committed, 


Upo' ſome ſhouther will be fitted: 

For fad, alack! will be his caſe, 

Whaſe fins are yon't the reach o' grace 
Gae hame an' tell whare ye hae banks 
How ye hae Sandy's ſpirit ſeen ! 


—— 


Wn i 


Wha, tho' in death's dark regions laid, 
Confirms the truth: how they betray'd 


The truſt his father pat in them, 
In word an' deed, owre dark to name. 


1 now conjure ye, by yer breath ; 


By a' the terrors o' grim death: 
By chockin' raip, by ſniggin knife; 
| By fire, by mere in yer life: 
That ye will-publiſh a my waes, 

= An' warn the kintry o' her faes ; | 
For they wha roukit Sandy, would 
Rouk a' the warld gin they could,” 


I heard the ſpirit'to an end, 
An' promus'd I would not offend ; 
Then up it munted frae my ſight, 
Nae ſwallow ſkims the air ſac light. 


1 thought again the houlet youl'd, 


But it was juſt our Jean that gowl'd ; 
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She cam” a yerk upo' my back, 


That rous'd, an' ris'd me in a crack: 
But ſleep an' fright, made me fae doitet, 
That on the mantle piece 1 noitet, 

As gin I'd been wi' whauky fou; 

An' left a clour upoꝰ my broo, 

Whilk gars me mind the ghaiſt's command, 
Te ſpread his ſtory owre the land: _ 
dae here it comes, in guid black prent; 
An' may it ſair the ghaiſt's intent. 
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AN ELEGIAC SONG. 
(Tune, “ Braes o Doon.“ 


YE rocks and hills in yonder park, 
Where Scotia's kings oft chas'd the deer; 
Je hills where Sandy wont to roam, 


Where oft he'd drop the ſorrowing tear ! 
No more ſhall Sandy climb your brow, 
No more from ſummit, gaze around 
With eager eye on Evye's als, e 
Nor on his fav rite 'crag be found. 


Oft by St. Anthon's ſpring he lay, 
And ſoaked there his hard oat cake; 
To drink his cryſtal bev'rage he 
A corrfer of his hat would take. 
All ghaſtly as a ſpectre grown, 
With eye ſunk hollow in his head; 
se ſtoop'd once more to ſip the ſtream, 


But ſoak qq no 5 his 02 ogten bread. a; 
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